the Simple Man from abroad,
having asked a lot of questions and feeling dissatisfied with the
answers he had got.

"But it is true" replied Clio. "I carft make the truth truer
than it is"

"But it all sounds so improbable" sighed the Simple Man
distinctly.

"What does probability mean in times like these when
improbable men rule by improbable mears over improbable
people who, in the most improbable way., have degraded themselves
from the high standard of a highly civilized nation into the
improbable role of jubilant slaves ?"

"But I simply can't understand it"

"That, my dear Simple Man, is no proof against the truth.
It is, on the contrary, proof of the well-known fact that there are
more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in your
philosophy"

"Oh,please, don't quote !" implored the Simple Man. "Idon't
like quotations."

"Quotations are facts," answered the incorruptible Parnassian
lady; "you have asked for facts . . . and here they are.
There are, of course, other facts too, proved by the fact that the
Germans are forbidden to talk about them, to read about them,
or to write about them. There are facts, hundreds and thousands
of them, so bloody that people who are fond of excitement can
satisfy their utmost cravings for sensation in hearing of the
sufferings of innocent victims. They are so true that they had
to be labelled as 'atrocity tales* because . . . well, you know,
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